No more to crawl on the seas with long oars mile after

mile,
But to be amid shooting of flies and flowering of rushes

and flags/

Their motionless eyeballs of spirits grown mild with
mysterious thought,

Watched her those seamless faces from the valley's
glimmering girth;

As she murmured, *O wandering Oisin, the strength
of the bell-branch is naught,

For there moves alive in your fingers the fluttering sad-
ness of earth.

'Then go through the lands in the saddle and see what
the mortals do,
And softly come to your Niamh over the tops of the
tide;
But weep for your Niamh, O Oisin, weep; for if only
your shoe
Brush lightly as haymouse earth's pebbles, you will
corne no more to my side.
*O flaming lion of the world, O when will you turn to
your restS*
I saw from a distant saddle; from the earth she made
her moan:
'I would die like a small withered leaf in the autumn,
for breast unto breast
We shall mingle no more, nor our gazes empty their
sweetness lone
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